Siam
even in the old Chinese sanctuaries from which
I come. " We do not know thee," they say to
me. "We are conceptions for ever foreign to
thee. What comest thou hither to do?
Begone." And, moreover, as the sun ascends
and blazes more fiercely above the vault of
trees, an increasing heaviness retards our steps i
as we walk we are more and more closely en-
veloped by a kind of aggressive dust, dancing
and sparkling, which is a cloud of mosquitoes;
and it is with a lassitude a little feverish that
we continue to wander in this forest of dark
enchantments. Enough I It is time to retrace
our steps towards the "Gate of Victory," in
order to return before midday to the enclosure
of Angkor-Vat
The burning hour is near when we again
reach the shelter of the hangar of the pilgrims,
where is heard fxom morning till evening, like
an incantation, the psalmody of the yellow-
robed monks.
And, after the mid-day repast, the irresistible
tropical languor returns, as it returns every day,
to prostrate us. It will be better to leave this
hangar in which one stifles, and, braving the
scorching of the sun, to cross the ten yards or so
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